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JL HE world haft been dtraUge cliange 5 y6t We art thoa 

Mont Blanc> while frenetatioDS pa^s away; 
Thy vast heights gllfttenbg with untrodden snow^ 

On which the snn at ete imprints his ifay; 

There lingers yet the mil4 farewell of day. 
The blue lake sleeps below in tranqnil sheen; 

There among Nature's miracles 111 pray 
To Nature's Deity ; how vast the scene ! 
The byeliest works of God— the grandest too are seen ! 



2 THE VIEW. 

Here from onr slambers light we rise to feef 
The coDScioasness of being > fresh and free 

The soul pours forth its orisons with zeal 
To the great Spirit of Eternity 
That was^ that is^ and shall for ever be. 

The fertile yallies, giant mountains^ prove 
The Omnipresence of the Deity 5 

Best emblems of his wisdom^ power^ and love. 

Pervading all things here around, below, above* 

The golden sun has coloured all the woods! 

Fresh views succeed 5 each brighter than the last I 
There barren rocks are channell'd by the floods. 

Here Flora's beauties cannot be surpast. 

Lausanne, an universe of charms thou hast> 
There Winter's fettered In his icy bed — 

Steeps rise o'er steeps immeasurably vast— « 
While the rude crag» projecting over-head 
Strike in the stoutest hearts a momentary dread ! 



THE VIEW. 

Th* ambitious rhododendron climbs the nnow. 
Pines darken ronnd the monntidn*s sides^ behold^ 

A thousand rills from icy caverns flow. 
Rushing o'er rocks irregnlarly bold. 
Where the tenacious sapling keeps its hold: 

Below, the dark stream with collected force 
Still rolling on as it has ever roll*d 

Through the wide j^ains shapes its resistless course. 

As rude as Ocean's self^ as grand as is its source. 

Look on these glorious wonders, think of Him, 
Lord of a million worlds that have perchance 

Greater phenomena, mine eyes grow dim. 
With gazing on these heights, as we advance 
Now all things seem enveloped in a trance. 

Save when at times the avalanche doth fall. 
Startling the ear -, still at a vast distance 

The masses of thick-ribbed ice appal 

The soul^ as if they form'd the world's extreaest wall ! 



i THE VIEW. 

The prospect l^ogtbens^ far and far hemath 

See ciliea^ qiansioas^ beautifdUy plaoedj, 
^^hile the smoke rises in a frequeat wreath 

From cottages by greenest arboi^ra graced* 

These, lik^ man*s proudest works, may li^ dtfaced 
3y war's unspariog haad; bqt yood«r trces^ 

Self-planted, by thick-woven shraba eml^aced; 
rhey witk their lo^wering grandeur long witi please*— 
tlow cm ^ spoil^'a axe fell forests such as these ? 

rhe bnoyancy of sj^irits, the wUd ho|^ 

Of something indefinabliB, the joy 
Df giving thus to all my feeling? scope^ 

Feelings^ wki^k mao*a injustice cau*t destroy } 

These bring hack former years, and I 'm a boy 
Joyful as sailor to- bia bounding bark ; 

Whose rapid course no sudden squalls annof; 
Wild as the stag that spurns his iwrow park. 
Light aa the young cIiamjQis.% Uythe a& the mountain lark ! 



THE VIEW. B 

Is DOt the sonl Immortal? Wbence its thoii||ht? 

Its constant aspirations after bliss? 
Its vast capacity for good, if nought 

Bnt a fortuitous element it is ? 

Away, nor preach a doctrine such as this. 
For by yon blessed sun-rise there's a road. 

Be bnt our faith unmoved, we cannot miss. 
That leads us to that ever-blest abode) 
Where Mind perceives att tlungs, not as here, thro* a dond* 

At Vevai lies our Ludlow, there he dwelt. 

The patriot exile; there he loved to roam; 
There to the Father of all Mercies knelt; 

There Freedom woo*d bim in her own sweet home. 

Presenting to his view an ample tome 
Wherein was writ (in characters how true) 

That an unyielding spirit doth became 
Man, when the many governed by the few 
Give to their maaters praise that to their God b dm. 



« THE VIEW. 

YeSj tbe fresh air that circa mfased aromid 
Bids Qs think nobly^ mountains, too^ soblime 

The soul 5 the free-wing'd things that here abound. 
Tell us that passive virtue is a crime. 
When tyrants would destroy the work of time ! 

Gaze on, thy feelings here will teach thee more 
Than donbtfal legends, or than lying rhyme; 

Gaze on; and Heaven*s magnificence adore! 

Does not thine heart exult now t<) its very core? 

But gloomy Calvin, how conldst thoa prevail' 
With thy dark doctrines, and ascetic pride. 

Where the ripe harvest smiles akmg the vale. 
Where glows the vintage near Lake Leman's tide. 
And all was mirth and cheerfal&ess beside? 

Why didst thou not to northern regions hie. 
Or in some dreary wilderness abide > 

Why spread thy faith where Heav*n and fearth deny 

The truths of thy heart*withering creed of destiny ? 



THE VIEW. 7 

Yet Genius^ eagle-eyed, has dared to raise 

The torch of troth on high, aod here his few. 
His favour*d, sons looked up, with unbleiich*d gaze. 

On its eternal brightness ; those who knew 

The dignity of man and prized it too. 
Alas! to her*, whose philosophic mind 

Shew*d more than manly strength, & long adieu ! 
What, though her thoughts were somewhat too refin'd^; 
She yet was Freedom's daughter — Pride of womankind ! 

Sweet wanderer ! art thou not happier now. 

Climbing the mountain steep with fairy feet. 
Thy cheeks carnation'd with health's vivid glow. 

Not jBushing with the ball-room's impure heat? 

Is not thy simple rural feast, more sweet 
Than gorgeous suppers, and the lovely things 

That court thy steps, companions far more meet 
For Natore*s child, than those poor vain worldlings. 
Who taint a woman's heart, then pierce it with their stings 2 
• Madame de Stael. 
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Thou might'st a model to Gaiiova be 

For young Diana^ with thy steps of Irghtoe&s 3 
And none of Hving sculptors^ none, save he 

Could image forth thy look of angel brightness. 

His Psyche's scarce excels thy bosom's whiteness ! 
Snch as thou art, aU-beanteous, and all-foir. 

Oh, may'st thon never tmst the world's poHteneHj 
Bat always breathe with joy as pure an air. 
Fresh as is yon wild flower, that shuns the 8un*s full glare ? 

Had man no other duties* he might live 

In yonder vale 3 his second Paradise; 
Enjoying all that pure content can give; 

And while he lives, be, without learning, wise. 

Winning by silent prayer his heavenly prize. 
But this must never be : he can't forsake 

His post, though stung by calumny and lies. 
No! rather let him be the more awake! 
Give back his foemen blows that he is forced to take. 



THE VIEW. 

It is the lot of all to be reviM, 

And wko can kofe to 'acape ttwl general lot ? 
Not 1 5 the traitor^friend, who kCdy smiled 

And cringed before m^ now retumnbers not 

Past favoikrs^ whut;, are benefits loiigotf 
Aye more^ not mere ingtalitadf, bsl hatej 

Hate« with his ceady sponge, will foiddy Uot 
Oat from the aemory's tablet sign er dale 
Of friendship there j aAd iben hypooriiy will prated 

No matter y tares will grow ep with the Unheal; -, 
And none but kaaves deem all mankind the aane. 

Though in society there be deceit. 
Yet there prevaila the love of honest fiune i 
Still on her alters Friendsfaip's boly flame 

Bums undiminished J misanthropes may rail 
And sceptics smile, yet suaiiy eonld I name 

Whose gcneroas zeal wim never ktiowA to fsilL 

Even ift <he hew of aeed, but J[iie» did moat jn^vaiL 
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The true friend's heart as yonder lake is calm ^ 

Pore as yon snows, hot firm as moantain rocks : 
His voice is as the glowing mom, a balm 

To the hurt mind that's fdt the world's rongh shocks. 

His looks as dieerfal as the son's bright lodes. 
This high-sonl'd being fearlessly will slneld 

A failing brother from the scomer*s mocks. 
Oh ! when the book of life shall be nnseal'd 
How gladly shall his name by Angels be reveal'd ! 

Evils there are, but many self-created 

In this onr busy world -, why should we grieve 

And murmur at our destiny, when fated 
To be alone; why should we learn to weave 
The web of thought too finely^ to deceive 

Ourselves, not others; still where'er thoa art, 
'Mid cities, or near cottages, relieve 

The poor man's wants, thou wilt perform thy part . 

Well on the stage of life, and blunt e'en envy's dart ! 



THE VIEW. 11 

Adieo^ sweet eonntry; of Helvetia's wrongs, 
Evea in my childhood, have I thought, and wept 

When the war-cry was heard, where late the songs 
Of Innocence spread mirth aronnd; where slept 
The child securely; where the goat-herd kept 

His jBocks uatroohled, then the spoiler came. 
Treading in innocent blood where'er he stapt— 

Hell's horrid offspring— Anarchy his name: 

Affecting Freedom's voice fair Freedom's cause to shame. 

Had France no Washingtons, Timoleons th«i 
To point the way to Virtne's temple ? read 

The latest records of Corinna's pen* 
And Gallia's woes will make thy bosom bleed. 
The plant she noq.rish'd was a poisonous weed; 

Her friends were foes, none prized the golden mean $ 
Each wild lawgiver had his separate creed j 

All spoke in vun, the soldier rnsh'd between, 

Th' imperial consul's pomp then closed th' eventful scene. 
* Madame de StaeK 



2 THE VIEW. 

Lll things have their alloys go soiitbvrafd* <m, 

See Italy^ with Taried lafidscapes gay^ 
L waste of sweets 3 the ana ne'er shone upon 

A lovelier comitry^ with a brighteir ray > 

Her very winter's softer than ear May; 
Vhat are its natives now? bat impi from bell 

Peopling a Paradise^; th«N]gh klngUags pray> 
?hose who degrade the haman miad, aa wdl 
U Sataa'a sdtf, 'gainst Ged^s high purposes rebel ! 

jreat Loyola ! how well thy sons sncceed. 

Dwarfing man^s intellect to tread him down! 
ris not enough that he must toil and bleed 

To win for fellow-man, perchance, a crown; 

Bat Superstition scares him with her frown, 
'oor wretch, to beg, to flatter, stab, or steal; 

Snch are the vices Jesuits spare, alone 
le loves; alas, to whom shall we appeal; 
)h ! when will monarchs learn to prize the general weal ? 
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THE VIEW, IS 

Here is ReBgimi rob*d in rich attire. 

To please the eye^ not meliorate the heart; 
Her pageaatries, her glittering shrines, inspire 

Demotion, in which morals have no part. 

Does God ddight in worics of hnman mart> 
He heedeth not the labonr of man's hands; 

He loves a sonl devoid of goile and art ; 
Fear him, and love him, honour his commands. 
Bat his all-perfect state no earthly pomp demands! 

Qoick are the Italian's feelings, prompt to wrong. 

Why may they not be then alive to good ? 
In this sweet land of Mvsic and of song. 

The powers of the mind cannot be mde. 

What then doth cause revenge, and acts of blood I 
The vivid spirit that delights the mnse. 

Not the less willing, when she's fiercdy W00M3 
Those impulses, how dangerous their abuse. 
Which when directed well heroic acts produce; 
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'Twas here the light of science first broke forth 

Amid the Golhic gloom of former ages 5 
Strange change^ that %ht's diffased throughoat the earth 

Yet Barbarism's evil genius rages 

£*en io a eonntry long since famed for sages. 
Invasions, civil wars, the jealous strife ^ 

Of princes, snlly here th* historian's pages. 
Awake, Italla's sons, awake to life ; 
Throw off your foreign yoke, but scorn the inglorious knife. 

Where Mind to marble gives a living grace, 

Whei'e Music's inspiration's fully felt: 
Where Poetry all passions doth embrace 

In language form'd *to rouse the soul, or melt. 

Where too the Muse of painting long has dwelt. 
Can there be wanting courage-<wakening men 

Who h%\te not to imperial tyrants knelt > 
Be what ye were in ages past ngain, 
Brave Milanese ' > thQ,-i^[»oilfira mast re-seek their deft. 



THE VIEW. 15 

And he who mid dark cypresses, and oms' 

Moams o*er the buried mighty ones, in Terse 
Pluntive as nightingale's sweet song, he bams 

T* avert from Lombardy's fair plains the carse 
Of foreign slavery; what plagoe is worsen 

In vain Bologna boasts her learned youth ; 

In vain Firenze is of arts the nnrse ; 
The prisoner hates the light, and lovely truth 
When seen and not embraced heightens oar woes in sooth. 

fiat LfCopold's kind genius yet presides 

0*er rich Etrurians gardens, there is man 
Comparatively happy 5 there resides 

Smiling Content, though short may be the span * 

Of life^ when princes do what good they can 
They live for ever, not in marble busts. 

While the poor subject's looks are pale and wan. 
Not in some courtly verse that lauds their lusts. 
But in that fenieral wealth tho stranger ne*er distrusts* 
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Th* exuberant produce Ceres here brings forth. 

For here if hnsbanded she cannot fail. 
Shews him at once the patriot monarches worth } 

The numerous houses studding hiU and daie> 

The fattening olive with its leaves so pale> 
The cheerful peasantry, for years must pass 

Ere laws that tend t*improve mankind can fail 
In doing good, though scarce observed, alas I 
Honor his memory more than monuments of brass. 

I dream not of Utopias, nor a race 
Of patriot kings ; men may be bettered yet ; 

If power be but administered with grace 
Let monarchs shine in robes all gorgeous } let 
The statesman boast his star and coronet 5 

But as for those who first insult and scorn 
Then catch within their Machiavelian net 

The freeborn miudj^ though diadems adorn , . 

Their brows, they hardly rank 'bove knaves ignobly bom. 



THE VIEW. 17 

O Italy^ rich in thy wood-cover'd moabtains ; 

Thy rain-bow crown'd falls^ and their ever-green fountains -, 

Thy skies in the thunder-storms even are bright^ 

With the rapid effalgence of rose-coloured light ; 

Thy shores do embrace, with their vast arms, the deep. 

On whose blue tranqail bosom the sun loves to sleep ; 

While silvery mists round its islets are gleaming. 

And gauze clouds along the hiHizon are streamings 

And Horace yet lives near his favourite hill 

The delicate air breathes his poetry still 5 

Tby temples decay, still their ruins are seen. 

Half grey through old time, or with ivy half green j 

The fig-tree, pomegranate, pinastre, and vine. 

The blossoming almond-tree*s blushes, are thine; 

But thy heroes are dust, and thy spirit is fled. 

And the last of thy warriors, the White-Plumed, is dead. 



18 THE VIEW- 

Amid rich orange-trees, whose beiwteQu^ frivit 

Glows like the western sun with deqpuen'd hae ; 
Where carelessly the southern plants up sboot> 

Their green contrasting to the sky*s deep bine ^ 

Think ye to hnd Arcadian faUes trne?^ 
Vain hope^ pale n^sery sallows evei7 face. 

Yet still to Nature's works full pri^isc is due^ 
Oft in the peasant's wretched looks ye trsMse 
Some lineaments unspoil'd as yet of mMd$[ grtce. 

Such were my thoughts when fast from Ischia's isle 

The little vessel bore me, as the glare 
Of noon*day soften*d itself down awhile, 

A passing breeze o*er BaiaB*s bay so fair. 

Gave a delicious fragrance to the air. 
Sunny Neapolis, thy loveliness 

Of clime, thy fruitage, thy luxurious fare. 
Pamper thy sons with sensual excess; 
Thy daughters dream of nought save lustful wantonness ! 



THE VIEW. 1{ 

Here all is strenaons idleness! the hum 

Of men, like children bustling about nought : 
The bawling mountebank, and frequent drum 

Are glorious substitutes for troublous thought; 

While business is unheeded and unsought. 
Here to the last they whirl around; the bier 

Bears to the grave some noisy trifler caught 
By death; the world's epitome is here; 
The sight provokes a smile, yet mingled with a tear. 

Give Italy tme Master; she will thrive 

Again^ and triumph in her conntlef t stores : 
But bigots with their dead'ning influence drive 

Wealth from her lands, and commerce from her shores ; 

While Heaven its choicest gifts in vain out-pours ; 
When Monks, in locust-swarms, oppress the soil. 

When the vile spy of Government explores 
The people's wealth; th' industrious wOl not toil 
T* enrich th«r pung Masters with a greater spoil 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 



THY wooded hills, Firenze, castle-crown'd 

In beautiful luxuriance rise around: 

What sweetly-blended hues enchant the sights 

As the sun 'gins to soften down his light! 

On houses, olires, vineyards, crags he glows^ 

All Nature woos him as he smiles repose. 

The purple-colonr'd Appenines appear 

Like fairy-mountains psdnted in the air. 

Wild o'er the fertile vale where Amo flows 

The Queen of beauty's sacred myrtle grows. 

Oonsalvo to his Lara could not be 

A firmer friend than Henry was to me. 

O! what is love by poets deified. 

Compared with friendship in all dangers tried. 
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Could not this balmy dime restore thy health 

Where Nature boon has lavished all her wealth ; 

Alas! cousamption gives a sickly hue 

To wood'Crown'd hills, rich vales, and slcies of deepest bine ! 

Basy Remembrance ! why call np in vain 

Those happy nights that ne'er will come again ; 

When in onr mock-debates yonng Henry's mind 

Shew'd a ripe judgment, and a taste refin*d. 



FtOBBNCB, October 2. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



CHAMOUNI. 



THOUGH I might ?isit scenes whicb sheir 

The littleness of pride ; 
Mountains whose heights^ o*ertopp*d with snoif, 

Man's venfrons foot deride; 
Though on the master«works of art 

Intensely I might gaze^ 
Till words do but express in part 

The fullness of amaze -, 
Or o*er the ashes of the mighty dead 
Half-credulously, half sceptically^ tread; 

Stilly England^ still my mind will dwell 

On thee^ and those I love as well ! 



NOTES 



TO 



** TBE VIEW!* 



(') This little Poem (if tueh ii may he called f) was written io 
. the Automn of the year 1818» doriog a tear through Switserland 
and Italy. 

(*) <* lAght ai the young chamok.^* 

The chamois is an animal remarkable for its actifity in scouring 
along the craggy rocks, and in leaping over the precipices. It 
is a species of antelope* thoogh Linnans has classed il in the 
goat genns under the name of rupicapra or mountain-goat.— 
CoxB*s Traveli in Switzerland^ Vol. L Letter 29, Page S4S-«M. 

(*) Butt gloomy Cahrin, how could^it thou prevail 9*^ 

Calvin was born at Noyon, in Picardy* in the year 1509. He 
first studied the civil law ; afterwards retiring to Basil| he turned 
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hit thoogbtt to the itodj of Divinity* and published there hi* 
IfUiiiutiofUf which he dedicat(ed to Francis I. He was made Pro- 
fessor of Divinity at Geneva, A. D. 1536. The year following he 
prevailed with the people to subscribe a confession of faith, and to 
renounce the Pope*s authority ; but, carrying the matter a little 
farther than was agreeable to tjhe Goyernmenl, be was obliged to 
retire from Geneva, upon which he set up a French church at 
Strasburg, in Germany* and was himself the first minister of it. 
But the Towti of Geneva inviting him to return, he came back 
thither in September 1541. The first thing he did was to settle a 
form of discipline end consistorial jurisdiction, and he gained 
himself many enemies by his inflexible severity in maintaining 
the rights and jurisdiction of his consistory. He was a person of 
great parts, indefatigable indestry, and considerable learning. 
He died, in the fifty-sixth year of bis age, in 159^. — Boughtom*s 
Dictiohafyt article Cahinittz. 



(t) ** If^at though her thoughts were somewhat too refirCd/* 

Madame de Stael. 

i allude to her Third Volume of her *' Allemagne^** and to her 
Phisosophical works. Her last work {Rejiections sur la Revolutwn 
FranfokeyhkA no jtheoreiical refipemepts whatever. Her language 
is sober and correct, though sufficiently energetic ; and her ideas, 
if I may so express myself, quite Englixh. 
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(*) X Had man no othir duiiei.** 

I cftDDOt praise a fagitife aad cloistered Yirtoet uoeitfcised 
and unbreathed« tliat never salltei out and sees its adrenarj $ bot 
slinks out of the race, where chat immortal garland is to be ron 
for, not without dust and heat."— Milto»*s Speech for the Liberty 
of Unlicenud Printing. 



(6) " What are its natives now but imps from hell peopling 
a Paradise f* 

This is the character an Italian gave me of his own conntrjmen^ 
All are not such* bowerer. Italy, trampled upon and degraded, 
itill may possess many men of virtue and spirit) but in tba 
present state of things^ what can theif do towards ameliorating the 
condition of their countrymen ? ** The victim by turns of selfish 
and sanguinary factions, of petty tyrants, and of foreign inTaderS9 
.Italy has falleut like a star from its place in heaven; she hat see« 
her harvests trodden down by the horses of the stranger, and the 
blood of her children wasted in quarrels not their own f Gm- 
guering or conquered^ in the indignant language of her poet, stilt 
alike a slave; a long retribution for the tyranny of Rome/'— > 
Hallam's View of the State of Europe during the Middle AgeSp 
Vol I. Page 265. 



98 NDTBS. 



(.') «( Bt mhatyt wtn in egespatt t^ain, brave MiUnese,** 

The teffdrlft witrcli ih« Milanete made to resist the xymnny of 
Fredtrie Biirt>amsw» may rivfil the noblest exertions of the 
9partiim or the Athtnians. See SitrMndi Sistoire des Ripuhliques 
lUtlkHM§ dH Mc^en Age, T&me ii. passim. 



(*) *' And he who mid dark cypresses and ttr}tJ.**-^Uoo Foscolo, 
See his *' Carme de* Sepolchri" and his " Leitere di Jacopo 
Ortisr . 
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H. Sbarpe, Pi inter, Wanrick. 
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POESY; 



A aJTIMBi 
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Hie aliquby cui circum humeros byacinthina Isna mit^ 
Xancidulum quiddam balbft de nare locatas, 
Phyllidas, Hsrpsipylasy vatum et plorabile siquid, 
Bliquat, et tenero subplantat verba palato. 
Adsensere viri ; nunc non cinis ille peete 
feXix. ? non lerior cippus nunc imprimit ossa ? 

Pbr8iu8| Sat, I« 
One clad in purple not to lose bis time 
Eats, and recites some lamentable rhyme : 
Some senseless Phillis in a broken note 
Snuffling at nose, or croaking in his throat: 
Then graciously the mellow audience nod 
Is not the immortal autlior made a god ? 
Are not his manes blest such praise to have ^ 
JJes not the turf more lightly on his grave ? 
And roses, while his loud applause they ling* 
Stand ready from his sepulchre to spring. 

Drtobv. 
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PREFACE. 



THERE never was an age more prolific in 
mushroom fortunes^ and mushroom poets (though 
they do not often go together) than the present. 
We are every where elbowed by bank directors^ 
East-India-directors^ nabobs, and hundreds who 
have accumulated large fortunes by the war, 
high taxation, and the diseased and artificial 
estate of things which they have produced. The 
.poor wish to level all distinctions. The rich have 
no sympathy with the poor, but only think of 
balls, hot rooms, shoulder-knot?, knighthoods^ 

A 
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aud turde-feaftts. Our poets are, for the most 
part, either time-servers, or demagogues. No- 
thing is now considered as respectable but 
wealth. 

ProUnui ad eenitiHi, de imnribm ttttima fiet 
Quaestio, quot pascit servos, quot possidet agri 
Jugera, quam mulU magoAqac paropside coenat > 

Corruption generates atheism, wantonness, 
aVaWc^, foHiine-httotltag, ebvelotisness, khd a 
thousand thdk*^ amiable viituefs^. 



£yM:k tit\his Mutlltilkifasoh of i)ie ^kUt, WIk^ 
Katurfe is toiilihg every whtete, whtti fee tSeBcatb 
Mkge of Itfae ttt^, ^ varied YMaAf iXVt^ h\M^, 
the rich giittittur^ Of ftfeld^, the cteartrfess oJ thfe 
liiaVfehS, itie " ffoVi^rs ttt iJife v^^ley, s^jtendout- iti 
t)i6 be&m/' mtli§ft BWaken in tis tb^ mo^ vivid 
ffeelitiirs i)Fiicl^5^i;=^^ttM tbfe««*, Mrttny prfe- 
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fer the f nifirtal sIMtQfkmt Bf a drairiag^'rcttm in 
OMAveaiir-igutra to «H the aatuoal dutfms of tht 
emmti^. Vhty only imagine May tiirough. tht 
IMfUuiD of baileto or soantta | t^M do ^ot cor» 
dnBcend 1^ look akout for themselves^ op to svfler 
tiieir %ettngs to have ftiU plajr. They i^ve eoa-* 
tinually asking, What are they doing in the oity 
now ? I tell them what they are doing, in the 
words of bannst Xau^ian j-nasKo^ttug 9 Ibey only 
pilfer, cheat, and swear as tisual^ take usury and 
weigh their fiirthings. Why should the good 
Squires renounce the charms of their cdimtry- 
houses, and associate with the money-getting 
tribe of Levi, to be robbed and laughed at by 
them ? The Author of the following Satire is no 
republican. He wishes to see a capable ministry^ 
a sober court, an independent body of country- 
gentlemen, and a happy peasantry. He has no 
taste for private scandal, he only condemns gene- 
rally the foUies and vices of this refined age. A 
a2 



Til PRBVAGB, 

« 

warm constitutioa, an eagerness of disposition^ 
may. extenuate the follies of the boy^ but never 
can justify the vices of the man. It is not, how- 
ever, by feeding the diseased taste of the people 
who have now such a strange appetite for 
slander, that a reform, either in morals or politics, 
can be effected I 

Satire'! my wempoii,biit Pmtoo diiereet 
To ran a mucky and tilt at all X m«et ! 

. Ht» 96th, 1919. 



POESY; 

9 Jtotire. 



OODS ! what a swarm are here ! the motley crowd 
Of bards> and jack*daw bardUngs chatter load 1 * 
Yes ! I will vent my spleen, though others know it. 
Though M— — y sends forth every year a poet 1 * 
While scribbling dandies from St. James*s-street 
To Portman-square the Byron's name repeat ! ' 

Each rides his Pegasus in forioos mood ; 
And seems to ** labour with th' inspiring God.*'^ 
Some sing of storms, and battles hardly won. 
Of dreadfol deeds in eastern climates done ! 
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Ob fools ! to bniid your bouses upon sand, 
Yoor rerses wiU not boy an incb of land ! 
Learn then some nsefal art^ nor tbink to gm 
Yonr daily bread by cbanttng a love-striua* 
Tlie beanteons Margherita cannot giVe> 
Tbongb kind to thousands, wherewitbal to fiye. 
Youth withers^ still ye linger on the stage, 
BefooPd IB yonth> and beggar*d in old age* 
Cool thy o*er-ardent zeal^ for few will read; 
When hundreds fail^ one rhymster may succeed i 
llie richest are the wisest in our days > 
Unportion*d Genius has but slender praise. 
'* Put money in thy purse," and thou shalt be 
In all things wealthy with all men — ^but me. 
Homer was but a mendicant, 'tis said. 
The Muses' is, at best, a thriftless trade } 
Twill starve a bard while living, and when dead 
He sleeps unlaurell'd in bis turf«heap*d bed ! 



How grand are those who dream of awful forms 
" Girt with the whirlwinds, sandall'd with the storms V\ 
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Tliese earthly thunderers bvild up tlMir world 5 
They must destroy it 3 how? a comet's hori'd* 
Lightnings flash forth^ and eart^qoalMS TOiCktiM gromd^ 
Till all their senseless terrors end in sound 1 

Pfaoebns ! favour those who love thy light |* 
Whom roses^ grass^ptols^ fleecy douds, delight : 
Who moralize in gardens till Aey find 

More wit in cabbiMge-^stalks th*n in the mind J 
Yet many of our noblest bards have sung 
^' In honour oi the lanrel ever young/' 

1 am no Poet, let the ifiotkm cttw 
Strive to be landed in their own review : 
I wish not to be nnmberd wUh the blesC 

In Holland-house, or Derkeky-sqnate oarestt 

A prince is married: now, ye Sontheys bring'/ 
Your loyal odes 5 ye lesser poetii, sing ! 
Knee-worshippers of royalty, ye trace 
In every courteous smile a matchless grace. 
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Patrician fribblers flutter neitr the courts 
When «--^- are bafibons^ *tis glorious sport* 
Th^e Talavera's poet may outshine 
Scott^ and old Wharton rival ByroQ*s line. 

Our lordlings think that they support the state ; 
Their shoalders bear the world's incumbent weight ! 
Fools ! while they chant this pride-creating lay> 
Kingdoms and states are Ivast'ning to decay. 
The monster Superstition^ lov'd by kings. 
Broods o*er half Europe with her murky wings. 
While faith is spurn'd, and heroes break their word 
Who govern less by law than by the sword ! 

Spirit of Aristophanes ittnme. 
With but one ray of light, the solid gloom 
That thickens all around us, and expose 
The mighty*mad in poetry and prose. 
One fool pretends that what he dared to write 
Some iU-advisiDg friend has brought to light. 
Another is abused, and says, " tis time 
To vindicate my character in rhyme.** 
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A tbird has faults— the candoBr of kis moBe 
Mnst^ for his follies, make a foil excaae. 
All write to print, and be re?iew*d, and Ch^ 
Lament their rashness ;*-yet must write again. ^' 

Parnassus has its Anti-Christs, and helP^ 
Is with our atheist-bardlings peopled well. 
What ! will they fear not the Eternal's rod \ 
Unwhipt of justice do they scorn their God 1 
Chance governs all ; is this your Christian creed? 
Is man no better than a mere sea-weed ^ 

Through you^ through yon corruption eats its way>*^ 

Consuming healthy hearts day after day 5 

Obscene male-syrens, ye can smile and snule. 

And lead us to a precipice the while. 

Ye cannot moderate your own desires. 

Why fan in other breasts unhallow*d fires >^^ 

With what o*er-labouring zeal these Ovids toil 

To fever up the passions till they boil \ ^ ^ 

True Poesy is of celestial seed. 

In former times she shew*d her noble breed. 
b2 
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Philosophy's fav m<Aer aaA her narse 
Not the mere spawm of sentkiieBt^ or wono. 
First-born of lights from Heafon Uraaia oame. 
To soothe the htrto afftletions, not iaiame. 
The fathers of the art were sare the best ; 
Mere servile imitadors are the rest. 

I pass by those who study for a aame -, 
To whom a title-page and book *s the same ; 
Who talk at dinner to make ladies stare. 
Of lewd Boccacio, why, because he's rare ! 

Philosophers, such always liave Aey been,46 
Unwash'd, nncomb'd, nnsbay'd, unshod, are seen. 
The dirty hue that's o*er their features spi>ead 
Gleams like the ghastly paleness of the dead! 
From '^ morn to noon, from noon to dewy eve,** 
They laugh alone, gesticulate, and grieve ! 

Now for the scandal-mongers of the day,' ^ 
Who fain would lie our characters away. 
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Vile chroniclers of tIco^ d« jro pretend 
By faalf'forged talen the -virtooiit to befriettd f 
Ye write for pelf, do UMitler^ if for l>re*d | 
Better to starve than be by falseheod fed! 

Beware, ye yonths^ bewtie of Gantwefft art; 
Lies on his tongae, and malice at his heart 
Behold the foal he^gossip > let hia pass» 
This woald-be lion is at best an ass. 
The spirit of a scold, a pot-boy> wit. 
The self-detected hypocrite befit ! 

Mark ! in these ^feoes he^r tatest is dHpiied, 
Scandal is read^^^ and Haifitt hardly pftfltdL 
Rob-Roy ^/ir/ed; on the sti^e attracts 
Crowds, whUe In vain the perfect Dowt»tt acts. 
Our Sheils and Soanes, snbHme in verse and prose. 
Mad tragedies, and meloHlrames, compose* 

The country, with its infinite delights 
At mom and eve^ is left for Loudon nights i 
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The melody of bird$ for harlot^s throats^ 
The flow*ry meads for 'broider'd petticoats ; 
The pensive pleasures of a moou-light walk^ 
For squeezes^ waltzes, and onmeaniog talk. 
The landlord harries from bis country seat^ 
Where 'mesg his tenants he is tmly great. 
To waste his useless wealth 'mid soenes of vice> 
On horses, women^ snuff-boxes, and dice ! t^ 

What shall we call thee. Fashion? ape of apes,*** 
Thou Proteus goddess with a thousand shapes. 
The votaries of Almack's and French plays 
(While Kean*s forgot) lavish on thee their praise. 
Well may they worship thee, thou dost dispense 
With wisdom, judgment, wit» and cqmmon sense. 
Let Dandies bring their offerings to thy shrine, . 
Wear stiff cravats, *' cut" friends, be vastly fi.ue. 
The servile herd may own thy changeful sway—* 
Thy laws are too refin'd for me t' obey, 

*' Great wits to madness sure are near allied,'* 
This well might gall our intellectual pride : * ' 
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Else wby when *' Senates hung on all he spoke/* 
Did Canning ventare on an ill-tim*d joke } 
Hisk^ for a moment*s laugh, his well-earn'd fame. 
That *gainst him boys and witlings might declaim! '* 
Some say for office that e'en PeeFs unfit,** 
That Castlereagh wants firmness, Canning wit. 
These are your party spirits, such I hate -, 
They might as well of Newton's weakness prate. 



Say rather truth, that trampled nations cry 
For veogcance on wide-spreading tyranny ; 
That Draco-lawgivers offenders strike^ 
For murder and for forgeiy alike ; 
That laws are wrested from their just intent ^ 
That men beneath oppression's yoke are bent ; 
That heartless senators to pamper wealth. 
Would blight in infancy the bud of health ; 
That avarice all-grasping grinds the poor. 
To squeeze from o'er-work'd hands one penny more : 
That usurers, contractors, jobbers live 
la splendor^ nay, that vile informers thrive ; 
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That dar1c*brow*d methodists throngboat the land, 

'Mid canting conrerts hnrl sedition's brand ,** 
(Since tbeir own pastors will not shew the way. 
The nninstnicted from the path must stray) 
That from a lust of pleasure, hate of worth, 
A thousand modem Wilroots take tbeir birth ; 
That, amid scenes of rerelry we meet 
Wretches, pale, famished, dying in the street !^' 
That savage critics with a merciless zeal, 
Themitelves unfeeling, mangle those who feel ! 

The time is come that poets have foretold. 
The blessed age of paper, not of gold ! 

Revire the May-games, ye fat-acred squires. 
And make your peasants happy, like your sires, 
O let their pressing wants your time engross. 
Read Pope, and imitate the Man of Rosa. 




Notes on "Poesy/ 



« G&di I what a swarm are here ! the motl^ crowd 
Of bards, and jackdaw bardlings chatter had! 

Qoif ezpediTit pgtttaoo suum ^flE^f £ 
Picasqae docuit verba nostra conart^ 

^ Though M' ■ y sends forth every year a poet ! 

A well-known fasbionable booliseller} % wbolesale uid 
retail dealer in VenedaD, Turkisb* and Persian Tales. 
Goldf mitb*8 Travelkr it worth all the '< hundred tales of loYe** 
and villainy put together. 

^ To Porttnan^square the Byron* s name repeat I 

liOrd Byron is undoubtedly the first poet of the day. When 
•U the adventitious advantages, which bis poetry has derived 

t 
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from his singular character^ fashiont and from the strangt 
association of ideas that has been made between the poet and 
the man» shall have been removed, as they mast be removed 
by deathf (may belong live to gather fresh laarels for himself, 
and to give delight to his readers) enough of fame will yet 
remain to place him in the first rank of those writers who have 
delighted, astonished, thoogh, perhaps, they have not improved, 
mankind ! 

^ When poets love to deify a »-*-^-e; 

The greater thcf talents of the poet, the more dangerous hi$ 
relaxed doctrines. Passion is strong enough in all conscience ! 
Why should our epicurean poets be continaally feeding it 
with their higb-seaK>ned dishes? Why endeavour to improvf 
upon our old favourites, Lucretius apd Catullus ? They ar^ 
superior to, and quite as atheistical and immoral as oor 
modern writers! 

f I%eir halffornCd hantlinge ecarcely see the light I 

Sundry trash (alias satires) have lately been published. 
What a delightful employment it most be to rake up the 
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•ecrets of the brotiiel*hoase for th« instruction of the rising 
generation* The author of the before-mentioned Satires 
(iesenres the thanks of the » Society for the Suppiession 
of Vice." 

* Cool thy oe^r ardent zeal^for/ew will read. 

The author here addrasses himself to a young dinnerless 
tnd sapperless poety ivfao has more wit than visdoMt and 
wlio is ambitious of climbing the steep where " F«me*« pro^d 
temple shines afar/* hot who is ill*pro?ided for the journey $ 
and he shews htas where in one bed two sbiv^ing sisters lie, 
viz., Poverty and Poetry ! Alas, poor Burns ! He asked for 
bread-^nd we now give him a stone. 

' '* Pa* money in thy purse.** 

Money will do every thing. It would transform a tinker*! 
daughter into a woman of fashion : may it not get for her » 
ticket for AhnacVi, where 

The midnight orgyi and the mazy dance 

•re chiefly confined to Patncians? Well might Jupiter havt 
visited Daolie in a shower ofgold ! 
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* Fhahit ! fawmr tho$e who hoc thy light. 

From Chancer to Wordsworth our best fioets h«?e mdolgecf 
IQ fine and fresh descripcioos of the coontry and its beaaties. 
The author is no enemy to such descriptions. Tiiey ought 
now to he much encouraged^ as a set-off against the Leaden- 
hall attractions of this money-getting age. But they may be 
too minute, and may indispoae the mind for great and neces- 
sary duties* After all we mast acknowledge with Pope the 
truth of the well-known line— 

The proper study of mankind is man. 

$ In Holland'house, or Berkeley^square, carat. 

The noble and fair Mecaenases of the day desert e every 
praise. The beauty, sprightly character, energy, and liberal 
spirit of Lady ——— are known to all those who have the 
pleasure of an acquaintance with her. As to Lord ■» 

it is sufficient praise to say that he has that amenity of man- 
ners, and generosity of character, which so highly distioguished 
his celebrated uncle. PoeU are often reviewers. What 
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disinterested judges must they be of each other's prodtictionsv 
Yet most meo submit implicitly to the dogmas of reviewers. 
The number of those who take the troable of judging -fur 
themselves is very small indeed! 



It is opinion governs all mankind, 
As wisely as the blind that leads the blind : 
For as those simames are esteemed the best 
That signify in all things else the least : 
JSo men pass fairest in the world's opinion. 
That have the least of truth and reason in ?em. 

Bu tleb's Remmtm^ 



^^ A prince is married; now, ye SoutkeySf bring* 

Mr. Southey should not write Birth-day Odes, otherwise 
we shall forget his masterly poem, Rhoderic, last of the 
Gothi. Mr. F writes too much in the same straiiu 

This is the declamation of Poetry* Mr. Croker has written « 
spirited thing, called The Battle of TaUtvera, but it is not 
equal to the battles in Marmion or Rokeby. Mr* Wharteo 
is inferior to bis namesakes, although he would «ndeavour ie 
make us believe that he is a o epic poet ! 



» NOT£S 



>' Lament their rashness; yet nmst write aguim. 

In vain bad rhymers all mankind ngect. 
They treat themselves with most profound respect : 
'Tis to small purpose that you hold your tongue 
Each prais'd within is happy all day lon^ ! 

POFl. 



>^ J*amassus has Us AnthChrists and hell. 

It matters \'ni\e, as far as the individual is concerned, 
whether God is worshipped in churches or in fields; but in 
tiirniug the world topsy-turvy, let our sublime writers rem 
member that there is a strong word which has not yet been 
expunged from our Dictionary, it is — BLASPHEMY. 

Persist by all divme in man unaw*d« 

But learn, ye dunces, not to scorn your God ! 

' ^ 27trough yoUf through you corruption eats its may* 

** It is to this side I look with the greatest apprebeosioD* 
The plague with which we are threatened, will not begin liko 
that of Horner^ with inferior animals, among dogs and niaies» 
butintho fairest and choicest part of the creation i witk 
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those whose fineMSS of texture makes them weak, whose 
Msceptibiiity most exposes them to contagion i whose nntnres, 
Keing roost excellent, are, for that very reason, capable of 
becoming most depraved ; who being formed to promote th« 
happiness of the world, may, * when strained from that 
fair use,* prove its bane and destroctian; retaining, as they 
will still do, much of that empire which Nature intended for 
them, over the minds and faculties of the other half of the 
species.*' — Windham*i Speech qn the Peace of Jmieai.— This 
may be the consequence of publishing many licentious poems* 
Those who do not desire such a dreadful moral revolution in 
the world should pause before they write, and consider whe» 
ther the innocent recreation of writing a few verses ** to Delia 
or Chloe,*' may not be more criminal than they imsigine it to 
be ; whether glowing thoughts are in themselves quite inno* 
cent, and whether such sports are not dangerous to the 
moral principles of their Amandas. Cowper, in his Table- 
falkj has severely, (perhaps too severely) condemned the 
amatory writers* 

i^ Why fan in ether breasts unhallowed Jlres, 
^ ^ To fever up the passions till they boil ! 

There is a poet of the present day, whose exquisite satire, 
patriotism, beauty of imagery, and sweetness of versification i 
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ifhoie brilliant tlioughts, as thick *' as the gay mote that 
people the sunbeam/' mast delight all those who read hi* 
productions. Would lo God that he had never lent a grace 
So vice. Well might he exclaim wtlb Spenser — 



Many lewd lays (ah, woe is me themorey 
Id praise of that mad fit which fools call loTe» 
I have in heat of youth made heretofore ; 
That in rash wits did loose affections move. 



s6 PhilotopherSf iuch alwayt have they been* 

What with your criticisms, lay-sermons, and metaphysioAf 
feveries,. the press is sadly be-deviled. You give the poor 
lectures,, bibles, every thing but bread. Yoo write long, verjF 
long dissertations on the poor-laws in your academical retreati, 
•nd torn up your noses at the sight of a mud cottage. Fine 
theorists! Amiable companiona of Malthos and Co. Yoti 
affect great concern for the morals of the poor» you declaim 
most lustily against a cricket-match on a Sunday evening, 
and yet you discourage marriage* You complain of emigra- 
tion, and yet squander away your time in Paris or London^ 
er slumber it away in your libraries as useless as the meta- 
physical lumber that fill your sbelves.-^Away with thii 
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uauseous canting ftboat mistaken beneroleneo! I ooibt, 
however, to except from this general condemnatioD, the 
Dissertation of Mr. Davison on the Poor>Lawt i it onitei 
the sagacity of a Smith to the eloquence of a Barke ! 

> ' Now for the tcandaUmongtm of the day. 

There are a numernas herd of scribblers who exist by 
relating scandalous anecdotes of personages in high life. 
Though ephemeral they are not harmless* They every where 
generate distrust and suspicion. These wretches take delight 
in destroying the happiness of private families. What right 
have they to be the inquisitors of domestic life } What right 
have they to expose the follies of young men^ to gratify the 
spleenof the malignant? Lei them expose the harlot vice 
ttncased in all her ugliness ; but let them not rake up anec* 
dotes which ought now to be forgotten, which are often false, 
and when the persons of whom they are told have ceased to 
exist; or have become honest members of society. 

>; Sandal it nud, 

<« Especially in this age of PERSONALITY, this age of 
literary and political goittppiiiCf when the aiaiiett insects 

9 
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? ' Wretchei, paU^ famiikedt dying in ike street 9 

May I be forgiven for quoting thete adoiinibla lines of 
Goldsmith ? 

If to the city sp«d^wbat waits him tbere } 
To see profusion that be mast not share ; 
To see ten thousand baaefal arts combin'd 
To pamper luxury and tiun mankind | 
To see each joy the sons of pleasure know 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe ! 

Let any man take up that exquisite pocm» the ** Deserted 
Village^*' and he then will see that almost every line in it, is 
applicable to the present state of things in this country. 
Goldsmith was a bad politician, but he had the feelings of a 
man. He wm no bigot, msch lest a trading, backnied, 
canting philosopher. 




INVITATION 



€|^e ^aOt^ of t^e Wamu 



IN IISITA7X0N OF MOORB. 



THIS 18 the balmy breathiBg-time of spring } 
All Nature smiles^ and Mirth is on the wing -, 
The sun is shining on this lovely scene, 
Gladd*niog« with light, the meadow's tender green ; 
Studding the waters with its lustrons gems. 
More brilliant than ten thousand diadems. 
Beantifol Avov !— how can I ponrtray 
Thy varied charms, where'er thoa wind'st thy way : 
Now through the sunny meads,-— now in the glade 
Thoa sleep*st, beneath the wood's o'er-arching shade. 
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The '' sedge-crown*d*' Naiads, from their cool retreats^ 
Welcome my lov*d one, with their gathered sweets j — 
We cuird these flowers at break of day. 

Take, oh, take them, lady fair^ 
Fresh in the light of the morning ray. 
They glisten on thy ant-brown hair. 
Merrily, merrily in the trees. 
The brrds are merrily singing — 
While rose -bads are opening. 
And fruit trees are blossoming- 
How clear — ^how musical 
Is yonder waterfall ! — 
Oh, God ! how glorious is the genial ray 
That issues from thy " Light of lights," to-day ! 



Now seek we, my love, yon green^flourishiog wood. 

That long in theatric luxuriance Has stood. 

Where paths intersect its dank moss«-covered steep. 

And aboye*s a tnrf gallery ample and deep ; 

Their temples with ivy and oak-apples crowii'd, 

See^ the wood-nymphs advance, now they all dance aronnd ^ 
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Their leafy adornments now riisde and play 
With their light limbs as briskly they foot tt away: 
Come — ^beneath yon bowering tree 
We've prepar*d a coach for thee ^ 
Soch a couch was never seen 
Even by onr chaste-ey'd qaeea $ 
Dione never laid her head 
On such a spring-embdlish*d bed. 
Has Galatea*s bosom heav*d 
Beneath a beech more richly leav'd ?— * 
We have rifled of their flowers 
All the many-colour*d bowers $ 
Sweet to as are thy beauties rare. 
But sweeter the scent of yemal air ; 
Sweet is Cytherea's breathy 
But fresher^ far^ is Flora's wreatk. 



Thy voice, like the harp of Anon, may please. 
But give us the murmuring hum of the bees. 

By Pan, thou art a sylvan fairy. 

As light, as elegant, as aiif ; 



36 

With thy tresses loosely flowing. 
And thy weU-toni'd ankles showing ; 
Now we place a leafy vest 
O'er thy '^ gently-bodding" breast ; 
While Tirgins bring their coronets 
Of pearls^ and blne-vein'd violets. 
Showering flowers as is most meet. 
Before thy neatly-sandall'd feet ; 
While fragrance-breathing lephyrs bless 
Thy cheeks with passing freshness. 
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. ^"Tis night! 

And Shakspeare, near this river^ gazed upon 
The lovely moon^ that now as softly smiles 
Upon the stream^ as if Endymion 
Was bathing there 5 — Shakspeare^ the kindest, best 
Of casuists, who knew humanity. 
Nor deem*d the gravest the elect of Heaven ! — 
See, there 's '* high graced** Oberon, 

Prince of fairy land, 
A moving throne he sits upon. 
The sceptre 's in his hand* 
All-glorious his attire. 

With jeweb powder*d o*er -, 
Each with his silver lyre. 
The minstrels go before :•— 
As dazzling in their cars. 
As numerous, as stars 
That in Cumana*s dime 
Fall by thousands at a time ; 
With their winglets as profuse 
An the humming-bird's of hues ; 
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The ligbt-encircled queen 
Now trips along the green ; 
As beauteous as the rose. 
Which white lilies enclos«* 
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IN IKITATIOM Of A OttBAT rOBt« 



** Eccciteram Crigj^lnui*". 

Had I the wit of Newstead's noble bard, 

I 'd sacrifice it all, again to be 
The child I was, when on that smooth green swad 

I drove my hoop along with mickle glee. 

Or climb*d, with eager haste, yon cherry-tre«* 
Happy are those who need not e'er regret 

The long-past days of careless infancy ; 
Whom friends have ne'er betray'd, nor knaves beset, 
^Vho never have be^n caoght in woman's anbtle net* 
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Of this eDoagh^--«4lie storm has ceas'd to rage ; 

I live— but how, it matters not, — I liye*- 
AJl, all is vanity — thas spoke the sage; 

Yet there remains one pleasure — ^"tis to give ; 

With some, 'tis pouring water through a sieve : 
An endless folly, an excessive waste. 

To feed their drones, these lordlings rob the hive ; 
They waste their wealth on fools or dames uochaste -, 
Or gems, or jewels rare, theie children have a taste. 



PiYKS had feasts at home, and many came 
To see the strange inventions of the night; 

Minstrels were in his halls, resembling flame. 
The colour of their robes was very bright. 
Ladies were clad in silk, ail lily white i 

While burgundy, from golden goblets poor'd, 
Freshen*d the heart of man with new delight. 

And boon companions gather'd round his board ; 

Fledging the frequent health of their allJiberal lord. 
b2 
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But what is Divbs now >— a misanthrope^- 

A ttaarUug cynic, basking in the son 3 
0*er-charged with lust, he gave his passions scope > 

A self-tormentor now his course is run. 

Mingling with fellow men, yet loving none* 
Divine Clarissa calls on him in vain — 

Though fools have robb*d thee, do not therefore shun 
The sad retreat of penury and pain : — 
Sullen he stalks apart, and eyes her with disdain. 



What wert thou born for, denizen of earth. 
To laugh and grieve as suits tby wayward will; 

Scoffer— the soul will have a second birth -, — 
Awake the song— the sparkling goblet fill 5 
Drown, in thy wine, all thoughts of future ill. 

There is another world !-«-then be it so — 
Of this already, have I had my fill 1 — 

"This will not save thee— this fantastic woe : 

Thou know'st not, wretched man, where thou art doom'd 
to go!" 
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LINES 



WBITTBN ON SEEING TQE BODIES OF TWO BEAVTIFtm 
WOMEN^ CAST AWAT NEAR HILFOBD. 

Ill IMtTATION or COLBRIDOI. 



A DBEABY waste of snows aronnd 
0*er-spread th* inhospitable ground ; — 
The storm-blast scarce had ceas*d to roar^ 
There lay two corpses on the shore. 
Thou^ pamper*d Lecher^ come and see 
These shapes^ so oft embracM by thee :— 
What — does it shame thee ? — ^look again*— 
These were once women^ aye, and vain -, 
Rock-bruis*d and mangled now^ they seem 
More horrid than a ghastly dream. 



Now kiss tbeir liTidt tfd, and bless 
Their fragrant stench, sweet rottenness. 
The gay gold rings bemock tbdr fingers^ 
Where not one trak of beanty Bngers ; 
But, like the shrivelled star-fish, lie 
Thdr hands in sand^ all widieringly. 
We start to see tMs levdess clay, 
Uncoffin*d, rotting &st away $ 
Yet, we can bear the noisome pest. 
Vice, gatherings black'ning in the breast. 
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